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H E enſuing poem, written out roof ? 9 

Zeal to my King and Country 

for my own private Amuſement, is 

now, at the Deſire of a few Friends to 

whom! imparted it in Manuſcript, ſub- 

mitted to the Public: And inſcribed to 

all true Lovers of their and Coun- i 
try, 22 


Their Moſt Obedient 


Youghal, July „„ | 
21.1743) Humble Servant, 


Frach D'AN VERS. 


ö 
| 


| 


| on the Glorious Vieronr 


near DET TI NGEN. 


„ | 

When BRITAIN conquer'd, and raver 
x away! 3 

What dire Erinnis, lately charm'd from Hell, } 5; 

Stir'd up the Strife by which ſuch Numbers fell? 

The Gaul's Ambition, meaſur'd by no Bounds, | 

On many a Man inflicted ghaſtly Wounds , 

And left them in the Field of Battle lain, 

A Monument of arbitrary Reign. | 

Nor cou'd his Pride a royal Female ſpare ; 

But ſent great Armies to compel the Fair: 

The gallant Fair the haughty Kino defy'd ; 

The gallant Fair was powerfully ally d, 

And in her turn the Tyrant may deride. 


Tuo Camps, ſomewhile divided by the Men, 
As by Canſent, Hoſtlicie refrain, 


AY, Goddeſs Muſe, what and thay ar 


. Like | 


_ 5 . * , 
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Like Hevtral Armies one REPLY treat IN 
Forgetting Fear z at leaſt, diſſembling Hate; 


, ** ey 


Till Grox GE, and WILLIAM, Britain's Prince, and 


r 
The Britiſh Genius to the Army bring. 
Leet others graſp at univerſal Sway, CE. 
| Regardleſs whom they ſtarve or whom they lay! 
Be thine, O GROROE to curb ſtern Tyranny! 


To raiſe th' Oppreſs'd, and ſet the Captive free. 
GEORGE is the preſent Succour, and Redreſs 

Of F emale Pow'r, and Virtue in Diſtreſs. 

＋Tis Groxox eſpous d the Cauſe of Liberty: 


For this the Gauls the Monarch's Death decree. ot 2 5 
This urg'd all FRANCE to th* utmoſt Spite and Rage: 


And *tis *gainſt Groot alone their Hearts Engage, 


At GxroRGE alone their Craft, and Malice aims ; 


But Heav'n and Gz 086 ſhall baffle all their 12 bg 


In ſpite of Craft, and Force, Heav'n ſhall decree 
To Royal Ge ORGE a Glorious Wade 


Do Craft, or n cou'd have won the Field; ; 
The Fxencn muſt conquer, and the Britains yield. 
For more than double was their Army's Odds; 
Which ſtole a Match to intercept our Roads. 
But what can Numbers do, if Courage fail? 
Shan' t Britiſh Bravery, with Heav'n, prevail? 1 
Tis 


2 Excudent alii firantia mollius æra, &c. : B74 
Tu regere imperio Pops Zoey memento, r. 1 


Virg. 
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„Tuklesven ſhall guideour Balls, and edge our Swords, 
Which to the Juſt unfailing Aid affords. 

"Tis Heay'n ſhall add this Day to Britiſh Glory: 
Which ſhall, like Cyeſh's Battle, ſhine in modern Story. 
While the FRENCH F licht {hall crown that Nation 8 
Shame. 


And write them Daſtards, in the Books of Fame. 


Say, Goddeſs, how this bloody Fight began ? * Y 


The Faxencn by Night had ſlyly paſs'd the Mayn; 
In hope our KI No, and Army to trepan. 
Each Diſpoſition form'd with ſo much Art: 


1 Their Cunning prov'd the Malice of their Heart. 


As Phoſpher uſher'd in the dawning Light, 

Both Armies were in one another's Sight. 
The FRENCH were firſt in Line of Battle form'd 3 
And at a diſtance with their Cannons ſtorm'd. 


The Care of th' Army rolling in his Breaſt, 
All Night the KINO allow'd himſelf no Reſt. 
But ſtarted out of Bed e' er dawn of Day 
To view th” ALL1zs drawn out in due Array. 
The BxITAIxS next, all ardent for the Fight, 
Himſelf ſtretch'd out in Lines: a glorious Sight. 
So Neſtor ſleepleſs wont to riſe, and arm, 
Who did of old the Grecian Phalanx form. 
As Ours draw up, they. meditate the Fight ; 
And burn for Action with their Foes, in Sight. 
It ſtings their Souls to hear FxzncH Cannons roar z 
And gall them idle from the further Shore. 


Their 
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They laſh their Sides, and open wide their Jaws, | 
When at ſome diftance on ſome neighb'ring Steep, 
They grazing view a num'rous Flock of Sheep; 
In Thought the Flock already they devour, 


But &er they fall upon them, dreadful roar. 


And led them on againſt ſuperior Fo orce. 


„ . 
Their Courſers paw the Ground ; and champ the Bit: 


Impatient like their Riders for the Fight. 


Why ſtand we idle here? the BRITAINS cry, 


Let us come at them; were we ſure to die. 


They look upon the victory as won 
And count the Gallic Plunder all their own: 


They ſhout: The Fxencn are at the Shout di iſmay'd: 


And all their Arn V new they are afraid. 


As Troops of Lions, ſtung by hungry Maws, 


And up the craggy Steep with Fury ſcour; : 


The Sheep forget to graze, when they appear Tag 
And ſcem already dead with panic Fear ; 


| Their Feet forget they have the Pow'r to run: 
| Yet if they ſtand 3 they're ſure to be undone, | 


GrOROE ſoon, with naked Sword, in Front appears: q 


His Foes diſpirits and his Soldiers cheers. 
His royal Preſence all his Army charms : 
And ev'ry Breaſt with Love of Glory warms. 


Now with the Foot he charg'd; now with the Horle | 


, og Ou; 4 oe 


Aw H Homer. 


e 
Till by his Condu& turns the doubtful ard ; 


Nor cou'd the Gauls abide the furious Fray : 
But truſted to their Heels, and flung _ Arms : 
| away. 
They run : they fly : nor 155. they where to go : . 
Fire threats behind: before a watry Foe. 
Mas and BEL LONVA thunder in their Rear: 
In Front, ſtalk ghaſtly Terror, and Deſpair. 
Tho' Grox R oppos'd his Breaft to ev'ry Ball; 
| Yet Heav'n decreed the Monarch ſhould not fall. 
| The Bullets thick as Hail around him ſing ! 
And kill on ev'ry ſide ! but miſs the KINO. 
His guardian Angel turn'd each Ball away; | 
Nor had the Swords aim'd at him Pow'r to ſlay ; F 
But Grox o unhurt mix' d in the hotteſt Fray. 
He ſhun'd no Dangers where he might have fell . / 
Nor turn'd from Cannons : nor avoided ſteel : Þ_ 
Nor cou'd he have eſcap'd, but by a Miracle. 
| Acn1LLEs, could he in that Field appear 
? Invulnerable; he cou'd not ſhew leſs Fear, 
Acn1LLEs had he there encounter'd FRANCE; 
Not more intrepid cou'd that Greek advance. 
But gracious Heav'n propitious doth decree 
To guard the King who fights for Liberty. 


The Fazxcnruſh down the Hill, beginthe ſhock, 
But Jonxson firm ſuſtain'd them like a Rock. 
A thouſand leaden Deaths hiſs round each Head: 
They hear the Bullets : but they know no Dread. 
gi fata fuiſſent 


Ut caderem, meruiſſe manu. i Vig. 
— B BRIT AINS 


(/10 15 
a BRir Alxs preſs forward, urg'd by pam $ cal. 
Undaunted, tho' they ſee. ſo many fall. 
The Frxencu repent the meditated Blow + 5 
For Jonusow all their Ranks doth furious mow. 
And of the Houſhold Troops ſcarce leaves a Man 
| To tell their Maſter by what Hand they're aim 
They fell by Jonxsox; but their Fall was great: 
And they deſery'd, to do their Courage a 
A better Maſter, and a better Fate. 
Had. they engag d with any other Men, SH 
Ti odds, but they had glorious, Victors been; © 
Of all the Frenca they. gave the hotteſt Play. | 
But gallant Bait AINs ſlaſh'd them down like . { 
Who bravely choſe to die, than run away. | 
The Muſe, impartial, Honours que Ace ; 
And ſings the Praiſes of brave Enemics. Ra 
Be thou, OJonxsox, foremoſt i in my Song! 
Like Hec rox bold, and more than Aj ede, 
Thy dauntleſs Courage, and thy firm Army 
Share in the Glories of this ſignal Day. 


The feſt took Shelter in a neigilb' rig Wood : 
But BRITAINS are not fo to be withſtood. 
With open Breaſts they meet their hotteſt Fire; ; 
And force them from their Cover to retire. 
Here WI LIIAM play d the Hero tho”, he bled; 
His Wound diſſembling, till the Aggreſſors fled: 
This. wounded Hero doth his Pain indure 
To give a gallant Foe precedent Cure. 


This 
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This AR; O WIL I Au, ſtiles thee more than brave: ; 
To riſque thy Life a gallant Foe's to Have. - » 
But for the Bool you ſhed y your F des ſhall mourn : 
For all your Soldiers into Lions turn. 
Till for each Drop you loſt are thouſands ain; 
Who were, their Guilt to explate, plung d th” Mayn. 
FierceCaAMPBELL puſh'd them from the River Brink; 5 
And ſaw them in the Mays like Divers fink. 
So by a Guſt of Wind, . doth Horx ſay, 
Were Swarms of Locuſts ſwept! into the Sea; 
5 Which in his Country, like an hoſtile Band, 
Rapacious Inſects! had devour'd the Land. 
In ſuch Confuſion fled all Greece away, 
When HEC Ton conquer d on the ſignal Day. 
Before the furious Chief, their Hoſt retreats ! 


Who puſh'd them ofer their Walls, and chunder'd 
down their Gates. 


The Cannons Fires burſt © out a a glaring Shine! 
The Cannons Smoak ſhed Night round ev'ry Line! 
Like adverſe Meteors thro the Field they blaze, 
Portending Ruin! Horror! and Amaze. 

The Thunder of the Cannons, and the Guns, 
Occaſion, yet ſuppreſs, the dying Groans. _ 
The Vultures o'er the Field of Battle ſcream : 
And th' Armies both as if too lazy blame. 
Their hungry Maws devour the deſtin'd Prey : 
An hail the Plenty of the bleeding Day, 


B 2 Cr Ar ren, 


( 22 - 
""CLarros, tho? full of Years, throughout engag d. 
Encount' ring Death where moſt the Battle rag d. 
By his Example th' Army all inſpir'd ; by 
And ev'ry Breaſt with Love of Glory fir d. 
Till by a random Ball the Hero fell, 
4 When he had ſent a thouſand Ga uls to Hell. 
: T hus he compleated all an Hero's Fame ; „ 


And lives immortal in a glorious Name, 


Io him let Honz ywoop in Fame be join'd z | 
Toe Who liv'd, and dy'd, the darling of Mankind. 
Barry! Thy Fate deſerves the tender Tear: 

Thou gallant Warrior! and thou Friend ſincere, 
Banxy ! in all the liberal Arts approv'd : | 
Loving the Muſe ! and by the Muſe belov'd. 

Thy Friends this Comfort in their Grief muſt feel 'Y 
That Ba RR v in the Field of Honour fell! + 


2 
n 


If BA RRV fell; he fell in glorious Fight; 
The King himſelf Spectator of his Might. 
The King he had a grateful Maſter found, 


Had he recover d of his ghaſtly Wound, | 


*T would aſk a thouſand ates of Braſs to tell, 


Each Hero by whoſe Hands whole Ranks of French. 
men fell. 


4 This Expreſſion may ſound Harſh, but in the Language of 
Poetry ſignifies no more but the common State or Place of the 
Dead, borrow'd from Virgil in the Mouth of pious AZreas. 

Maitos Danaum demittimus orco. | Virg. 


Great 


(1) 8 
Great MARLBRO' emulates his Grendfire's Fame: 
The ſame in Courage, as the ſame in Name. 
The Name of MaRLBRO' ſtill can make the French 
Start in their Towns, and tremble in their Trench. | 
So ſhrunk the Infant at his Mother's Breaſt, 
As Hector parting wav'd his plumy Creſt, 
When he ruſh'd out into the Trojan Shore, 
From his dear Wife and Son, whom he ſhall ee no 
more. 


1 Or how enough thy Bravery admire! | 


How can we duly praiſe thee, 3 8 


Who like a Salamander ſeem to live in Fire. 
As you behold the braveſt Troops of France, 
| Impatient of Command, you bold advance; 

And tho' in Number more than three to one, 
| You with an Handſul cut whole Squadrons dowg. 
Thy Men who greatly fell deſerve our Tears, 
And are above th' Encomiums of my Verf "> 


Brand! Thee I pity, plac'd in open Sight, 9 
But as a Mark for hoſtile Balls to hit! 2 | 


Without fair Play, or any room to fight. 
Who had wrought Wonders, with the Foes if clos d. 


At Diſtance, hard thy Lot, to be expoſs'd: 


And all his Men as if at Foot: ball cheer? d; 


CaAwrokp the Gay! at ev'ry Rank appear'd; | 
Nor Balls, nor Swords, nor Death elf he fear d. 8 


Hosx 1 
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(14) 
Hvsx ! ſwift like great Achilles to paths, 
Mow'd Squadrons like him, wounded like him too. 
01 cou'd the Poet raiſe his artleſs Thought 
Io ſuch a Spirit as that Hero fought; 85 
Not ſhort of Homers then might be my Lays, 
And equal to WG, Husx, thy Praiſe. 


Had nnr or Hanvasine hoes fix d 


In foremoſt Lines, they both had dauntleſs mird 
In hotteſt Dangers, be not leſs their Praiſe, 
Becauſe allotted to a cooler Place. 


Their Men by Chance eſcaping now may Jaugh, 


5 And con the Battle o'er, who all are ſafe. : 


Thy Nen . is well known to all, 


Not ſhunning Death, nor caring when to fall. 


Be not chat Trooper of Applauſe bereav d; 
Who riſquing Life, the Britiſb Standard ſav'd. 


He ſerv'd a Maſter, who his Merit owns, 
And with Applauſes due, and Honours crowns-. 


A Banneret the Warrior Knight appears, 
Among the greateſt Generals and Peers. 


| STarn! Thou art firſt in Pow r, whom left we 


8 
Inferior only to thy gallant King. 
Next to the King, to 700 we chiefly owe 
That now we triumph o'er a flying Foe. 


For in Conjunction ye were both the Soul 
That did conduct and animate the whole. 


| 


* 


Nor may th? Allies be bb d of their juſt Parts} 


(15). 


They all had Soldiers Heads, and Soldiers Hearts. 


They fought like Warriors, bold' of Heart ahd free, 
And \kare'the Glories wy Victory. | DT 


But now the Battle s won, how fad the Scene, 1 


To view the mangled Carnage of the Plain; 


Had Mars himſelf been preſent in the Fight; 


Full three Miles caſt your aking Eye around; 


Dead Men and Horſes ſtrew th' enſanguin'd * 
The wounded raiſe to Heav' n their fruitleſs: Moans-* : 
The gen'rous Steeds return it by their Groans. 

This Scene. of Horror muſt the fierceſt ſhock, 


Ang melt an Heart that's harder than a Rock. 


Such Miſchiefs doth accurs'd Ambition cauſe,: 
Such Ruin on the Heads of Mortals draws. 


Now that you” ve ſung the Carnage of the Fray, 
The Battle in th* Event, O! Muſe, ſurvey. 
The Varquiſh'd brag the Laurel's all their own, 
And boaſt they conquer d, tho? they fled and run. L 
One Standard they had gain'd, but can they boaſt? | 
This Standard was no ſooner gain'd than loſt. | 1 


One hardy Britain, ruſhing thro' their Train; 


In ſpite of Numbers, forc'd it back again: 


Cou'd Mars act bolder than this gallant Knight? 

Not Sax, join'd with Numbers, did ſuſtain 

An hardier Fight, Patrocls to regain hr —_— 

When ſtretch'd by Hector's Might upon the Tre © 
Jan Plain, 
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Allies weigh down like Gold! 1 fount | 
frothy light! Tn bf The i, LAT | 


\ NT nog 


France fled, was captiy'd, thrice the Nutobee ſain, 
Not taken of ch' Allies a ſingle Man: 


4 
What greater Conqueſt cou'd the King obtain 7 
Let Dettingen record that glorious Day, of 


And down unto the End of Time convey. 


When Grokor againſt the countleſs Hoſts of France, 


With a few Britiſþ-Boys did bold advance; 


And kilf'd them on the Spot in hardy Fight, 
Or drove them all to ignominious Flight: 


When by the Conqueſt and the Glory won, 
He fix' d the Auſtrian Sov'*reign on her Throne, 
When French like Rats into their Holes did creep, 


Like Rats were kill'd if out they dar'd to peep. 
But gallant BIT ATS fought without a Skreen, 
They fought like Heroes, tho' ſome died as Men. 
But tho ſome died, they went into their Graves, 
Attended each by ſeveral Gallic Slaves. 


- 1 Wood, where they rc charge. 


